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Through the Dark Room 


By Marcelius Minotaur (marcelius@mindspring.com) 
Edited by Trejaan 


Chapter 1 - The Dark Room 


His eyes slowly opened as he drifted gradually into consciousness. The big 
bull rested comfortably on the plush bed as he became more and more aware of 
the world around him. Marcelius leisurely yawned as his brain became more 
active. He let it touch upon the questions that currently floated around his mind. 


For instance, why couldn't he see anything? 


He lazily toyed with the tuft of hair on the tip of his tall as he pondered this 
one. He felt awfully well rested and awake for it to still be this dark outside. He 
casually looked around and noticed that there was something wrong with the 
windows. Namely, they didn’t seem to be where they were supposed to be. In 
fact, they didn’t seem to be anywhere at all. Even during the darkest part of the 
night, he could usually see a faint outline around the curtains. He could make out 
no such outlines anywhere. 


He briefly considered the possibility of the power being out, but immediately 
discarded that thought as ridiculous. His apartment contained at least half a 
dozen uninterruptible power supplies, all of which sang like hyperactive canaries 
whenever the power merely flickered. In the event of a real power outage, he'd 
have been instantly startled to death by the stupid things. 


He came to realize that his bed didn’t feel quite right. It was winter, so he had 
put the flannel sheets on. But he wasn’t resting on flannel. It was fur. He 
snorted, and felt within him a deep hope that it was fake, especially since the 
blanket over him seemed to be made from the same stuff. He bunched up a 
section of it, held it to his nose, and inhaled deeply. Definitely fake. Good. 


So where, he wondered, was he? He tried to remember back to the night 
before. He was hoping to find memories that would explain his current dark 
‘surroundings, like, say, those of a wild party in which he had had way too much 
to drink. No such helpful memories visited his mind. 


Instead, he recalled being alone at home, depressed, a little tipsy, and very 
unhappy with the annoying twist his life had taken as it entered the holiday 
season. He remembered chatting with some of his online friends about the 
horrible timing of his employer going out of business. He had needed to vent 
about it. He had wanted to hear sympathetic words from those he cared about. 
He had gotten the words he quested for, filled with concern and sorrow, care and 
well-wishing. They made him feel a little better, but he knew that, in reality, they 
did nothing to improve his jobless situation. 


So he lay there, calmly caressing the ultra-soft faux-fur, patiently waiting for 
the memory to arrive that would explain whose bed he was in. It was not, after all, 
the first time he’d started a morning in someone else’s home. He just hoped that 


the memory, once it showed up, would also remind him of having a good time 
getting to this wonderful bed. 


He faintly heard a muffled car horn, quickly followed by a sensation of motion. 
He hadn't realized that the room he was in, whatever it was, was moving, but he 
now definitely felt like it (and he) was decelerating. And now accelerating. 

iin, it was certainly a smooth ride! But now he was alarmed. He 
knew of no one that had a relocatable room. What in Hell was going on? H 
flung back the covers and started to propel himself from the oversoft cocoon. 


“Ah! You're awakel” The voice was mechanical, yet friendly, and it emanated 
only a short distance away. Marcelius froze at the edge of the bed in fear, 
thoroughly confused. 


“I can smell that you're becoming distressed. Relax, my friend! Absolutely no 
harm will come to you. I'm afraid that we have something of a long trip ahead of 
us, but I have orders to ensure that it is enjoyable for you.” The mechanical voice 
then cleared its throat meaningfully. 


As if in response, Marcelius could hear quiet movement. Or rather, three quiet 
nearby movements, each sounding like soft footfalls approaching from different 
directions. He hunched back down under the blanket and considered his odds. 
He was apparently in some kind of large vehicle bound for some unknown 
destination, That meant that he didn’t even know what state, territory, or even 
country he was currently in. There were at least three of “them”, and it was a fair 
guess that the mechanical voice was a fourth. Plus, there had to be a driver 
somewhere. He had, as usual, slept in the buff last night, and he noticed that 
they hadn't bothered to dress him before making off with him. And even if he did 
miraculously escape, cold and moneyless, and return home, he would only be 
mot by the empty arms of unemployment. 


Fuck it! He did as he was told, relaxed back into the plush bed and hoped 
beyond hope that their idea of “enjoyment” did not include pain. 


Two sets of footfalls stopped near the bed, just out of reach. Guards, he 
guessed. However, they were now close enough for him to get their scent. 
Wolves. They could not see him smile in the dark. 


The third set of footfalls stopped only when he felt someone climbing into the 
bed. He felt the mattress shift as the unseen wolf crawled towards him. He 
shifted nervously, hoping he wasn’t making a mistake. Unbelievably soft fur 
pressed itself against him. They now were chest to chest, face to face. 


“Hello,” purred a rich, husky voice. Marcelius then suddenly found himself 
locked in a passionate kiss that was, appropriately, just as deep as the voice. 


The effect was intense and immediate. Marcelius could feel the tip of his penis 
bury itself deep into the wolf's fur. He was gratified to feel that the wolf’s 
prodding him in the belly. He could smell raw lust cascading from both their 
bodies. It was mutual, and knowing that made the desire even stronger. They 
stayed thus locked for quite some time, each caressing as much of the others’ 
body as he could reach. 


The wolf eventually pulled back from the kiss. He gave a throaty grunt, then 
turned and sat on Marcelius’ tingling chest. Marcelius was enjoying the 
sensation of the wolf's tail tickling his nose when he suddenly felt a far better 
sensation: the wolf's tongue licking his shaft. And then the tip. He felt his balls 


being firmly pulled just as a warm mouth enveloped his penis. Another throaty 
grunt, but this time it wasn’t from a wolf. 


He writhed pleasurably for some time before deciding that he, too, wanted to 
partake. He gripped the wolf's waist and carefully lifted his lower half into the air. 
He couldn’t reach the lupine penis with his mouth, so he pulled it as close as he 
could without interrupting the blow job. Dammit! He still couldn't reach! With 
his head all the way forward and tongue fully extended he could just barely lick 
the wolf's balls. Damned size differences! He gave up, gently lowering the wolf's 
hindquarters back onto his chest, and firmly placing the fluffy tail back on his 
nose. He then heard a muffled giggle escape from somewhere around his own 
crotch. 


“OH YEAH?1”, he roared. He again grabbed the canine waist, but this time he 
didn’t bother being gentle. He jerked him backwards out of his lap and then, a: 
he shoved the wolf downward onto the mattress, he lifted himself up and over the 
startled creature. He had the wolf's cock halfway down his throat almost! 
as he heard the thud and “oof!” beneath him. 


“What in the Hell did | just do?!”, he thought as he used his greater weight to 
pin tho stunned canine to the faux fur and heartily sucked on the lupine penis. He 
rd the other two wolves start forward, apparently in alarm at the violent flip, 
tages stop as groans of contentment trickled out from somewhere below his 

belly fur. 


Marcelius was in Heaven. He was surrounded by the smell of lusty wolve: 
Better yet, he had one writhing under him, with its tail still tickling his nose and 
its sizable dick slicking up the inside of his throat with an impressive amount of 
pre-cum. 


Marcelius couldn't resist. Without releasing his oral grip on the marble-hard 
organ, he coated one of his fingers in the wolf’s pre-cum and started massaging 
just under the wolf's tail. He used his other hand to gently pull and knead the 
fuzzy lupine balls. He took it as encouragement that the writhing and groaning 
intensified. He worked his finger into the wolf, found the prostate, and vigorously 
rubbed it. The wolf responded with squirming, whimpering, and calling for more. 
The beautiful, rich voice echoed in Marcelius’ ears as he worked in a second 
finger, soon followed by a third. Receiving still further encouragement, he added 
the fourth finger. The bull was rather impressed; his hands were not small by any 
comparison. 


“Do it”, encouraged the wolf. 
“You sure?” 
“po im” 


Slowly, carefully, the bullish knuckles and thumb were worked into the wolf, 
thickly coated in minotaur saliva. The lupine moans and exclamations rang 
musically in Marcelius’ ears. Pre-cum flowed freely down the bull’s throat. They 
stayed that way for quite some time. 


“Fuck me”, whimpered the wolf. 


He didn’t need to be told twice. Marcelius quickly, but carefully, worked his 
hand out of the wolf, spun him around, and poised himself to penetrate. He 
paused only to kiss the wolf very, very, deeply. 


During the kiss, Marcelius was suddenly aware of another presence behind 
him; specifically, a moist, wet, talented tongue that planted itself below Marcelius’ 
tail and energetically explored. He almost collapsed in pleasure onto the wolf 
below him. 


“One of the guards,” he thought happily to himself, “seems to have 
abandoned his post.” 


The kiss drew on, and the rimming tongue was eventually joined by a finger. 
Marcelius grunted as he experienced the intense sensation of having his own 
prostrate massaged. He felt his backside relax, felt the finger retract, felt 
something larger and wetter starting to poke him. Now two were poised to 
penetrate, and Marcelius wasn’t about to let the opportunity escape. 


Still locked in their passionate kiss, Marcelius slowly thrust, working himself 
slowly and steadily into the wolf's receptive ass. The second wolf simultaneously 
pushed into the minotaur. Topping and bottoming at the same time; it was all he 
could do to not cum immediately. He pumped slowly at first, allowing the wolf 
ample time to get used to the large intrusion. The second wolf held Marcelius’ 
waist tightly, matching him stroke for stroke. 


A noise erupted out from under him: “FASTER, Goddammit!” 


Why argue? He started pumping as hard and fast as he could, and was met 
instantly by noises of high gratification. The second wolf developed a grip of 
steel, and strove to match the furious pace. 


Itdidn’t take long. The moans, grunts, and exclamations from the bottom 
wolf; the feeling of fucking the hot, tight lupine ass; the sensation of a well- 
endowed wolf fucking him; the enthusiastic grunts from the top wolf; the smell of 
lust heavy in the air; the feeling of the knot growing inside of him as its owner 
approached climax. Climax. Everywhere. He felt the hot wolf cum shoot deep 
inside of him as his knot locked them together; felt himself shoot deep inside the 
first wolf; felt the aromatic cum spray their chests; felt the hyperactive lupine 
tongue in his throat; felt the wolf's throat with his tongue. 


They held that position for what seemed an eternity, panting, basking in the 
heat from each others’ bodies, smelling the lust, the cum, and the exhaustion 
pouring off of all of them, feeling the softness and thickness of each others’ fur 
as it pressed against their own. 

But the eternity ended. The kiss eventually parted. The knot released. And 
they collapsed onto the fake fur mattress, side-by-side, each holding tiredly, but 
tightly, onto bodies of real fur. They snuggled deeply together, drifting happily 
into slumber. 

“I hope this isn’t a dream,” Marcelius thought before he slipped away. “And! 
hope this trip takes a long, long time.” 


Chapter 2 - Captivity 


The pain shot through Marcelius’ brain like an ice pick. It had been (he 
guessed) three days since he first awoke in this blackened room, and his eyes 
last experienced light the night before that. They were just simply not prepared 
for it. He roared at the unwelcome glare; squinting and shielding his face with his 
arms in a useless attempt to ward off the brightness. 


“You could have warned me before you opened the damned door! What in 
Hell is that? A spotlight?!” 


“Sorry,” replied a rich, husky voice. “And no, it’s just the dusk.” 


“Brightest fucking dusk I've ever seen,” the annoyed bull grumbled under his 
breath. “And speaking of inconsideration,” he grumped, “which of you assholes 
put that stupid ring in my nose?!” 


Fluff did that while Furr and | were double-plugging you. We wanted to see if 
you'd noticed. So how long was it before you discovered it?” 


“Shut up!” he scowled. “‘Fluffl’ ‘Furr!’ ‘Fuzzy!’ PLEASE tell me those aren't 
your real names!” 


“Well,” a mechanical voice responded, “we wouldn't want you to figure out 
who we really were, seeing how we're kidnapping you and all.” Fuzzy flashed the 
irate bull a big, cheesy smile from behind a strange-looking bullhorn. 


Marcelius snorted at him. “Please! If I'd already known you then you wouldn't 
have had to abduct me to get into my bed.” 


“Um, technically speaking, that really isn’t your. 


“Oh, shut up! And give me that annoying gizmo! | thought | hid it from you 
ago.” 

Fuzzy beamed another grin, and dodged as the bull swiped at the voice- 
altering di He managed to grab the edge of it and yank it from Fuzzy’s 
grasp. He then immediately tossed it through the glaring door. A reassuring 
clatter of metal-on-asphalt echoed lovingly in the mino's ears. 


‘Jeez, could that door be any bigger?”, he asked, still squinting at the bright 
opening. “Whats this, a semi or something?” 


The wolves just nodded at him. 


Marcelius’ eyes finally finished adjusting to the light. He stood in the middle 
of the once-dark room looking around. It wasn't nearly so mysterious or so 
thrilling when he could see everything. The walls were clearly designed only for 
sound insulation, not aesthetics. The carpeting was thick and comfortable to 
walk on, but bland and uninteresting. There were no pictures or any other kind of 
decoration anywhere. The bed, at least, lived up to his mental image of it. It was. 
rge and unusually tall. The bed clothing was imitation wolf fur; just as beautiful 
to the sense of sight as it was to the sense of touch. 


And then there were his three companions for the last few sightless days. He 
was intimately familiar with their scent, what they felt like, the sounds of their 
voices, and their personalities, but he had only been able to imagine what they 
actually looked like. They turned out to be just as handsome and sexy as he had 


dreamed. Two were grey wolves, one with typical “grey” color patterns and one 
was pure black. The other was a red wolf. All three were sporting their beautiful, 
full winter coats. Even clothesless, they had nothing to fear from the cold. He 
stood there staring at them, enjoying the view. Predictably, he started to feel a 
familiar stirring in his groin... 


“Y'all certainly look the worse for wear!”, a mechanical voice laughed from the 
doorway. Marcelius whipped his head around in irate irritation to see a chuckling 
silver fox in a black cap standing just inside the door. He was casually holding 
the accursed voice device (now scraped and dented) as he looked around at the 
four of them. The annoyed bull growled under his breath, tediously ignoring the 
snickering wolves. 


, Shaggy!” (Marcelius rolled his eyes and snorted at the 
) “You're looking a bit on the matted side yourself. 
What'd you do, sleep under the steering wheel?” 


A bit matted or not, Marcelius’ stared at the newcomer, and the familiar feeling 
stirred harder as he got a better view of the driver. Fuzzy noticed the rising and 
laughed. 


“Sorry, Friend, but there’s no time for that now. We're expected!” 
“Huh? By whom?!” 


'y the fella who sent us to collect you, of course. Dumb bovine. 
cackled as he dodged the bull's fist and leapt over the bed to safety. 


“But I’m still sticky! | can’t go meet him like this! Can't! at least put some 
clothes on first?” 


“No.” 


“Bastard! You're just still miffed from when I slipped and squished you just as 
you were about to cum!” 


They walked out of the room and down the ramp in formation. Fuzzy and Furr 
went first, Marcelius was in the middle, and Shaggy and Fluffy followed. The 
marching struck a note in the naked bull, and forced the reality of the abduction 
to start dawning on him. He realized that he really might be in serious trouble. 
He had been unable to coerce any information from the wolves about his 
unknown captor. He had no idea what was going to happen, but he was well 
aware that it might not be good. 


‘Once outside, the worried bull shivered and looked at the new surroundings. 
Snow quietly blanketed everything. The sky was clear, and featured a few high- 
floating clouds and a crisp, colorful sunset. The semi they'd just departed looked 
like it could be destined for any generic grocery store. He supposed, however, 
that most trucks like it offered a much rougher ride. A tiny part of his mind 
started to wonder how much it must cost to buy an ultra-smooth, sound-proof, 
wolf-infested tractor trailer. He guessed that it would be rather expensive. But 
then, the marble trim on the mansion they were approaching also looked 
expensive. As did stone walls, the statuary, the elegant entryway, and the stretch 
limo. He bet this was a Hell of a place to go trick-or-treating. 


They entered the huge abode through a service door and eventually worked 
their way to a large dining hall. Stained glass windows allowed the remaining 
sunlight to stream in and prism through the crystal chandeliers. A roaring fire in 


” Fluffy 


Ca 


the elaborate stone fireplace helpfully knocked the remaining chill out of 
Marcelius’ fur. Portraits stared seriously at them from all directions. Glistening 
foods with breath-taking aromas overloaded a large mahogany table. Six places 
were set. 


At the head of the table sat a snowy-white Shire stallion. His blonde, 
gossamer mane flowed beautifully over the finely tailored suit that perfectly 
matched the color of his fur. His forelock hung just down to his dark eyes, 
sharply contrasting with his black and pink nose. A close look at his cuffs 
revealed them to really be his silken wrist feathering, draping fetchingly from his 
sleeves as he held a cup of coffee. He sat there smiling at Marcelius. 


Marcelius stared. All worries of impending doom were shoved violently from 
his mind by abject disbelief. 

“But... You... How... It can’t... That's not...” The flummoxed bull gave up 
and sat down on the stone floor, staring dazedly at the host. 


The horse laughed as he walked over to his captive, ankle feathering wisping 
behind him, and scratched him between the horns. 

“Poor Marcelius! | bet I'm the last person you expected!” 

“Brett!”, the minotaur roared. “How in the Hell did you manage this?! I mean, 
you're broke! You always talk about how money is such a problem! You said 
you ran through your savings and had to get a job to handle your share of the 
rent! You had to move in with roommates just to stay afloat! You 

“Lied!” Brett smiled glibly. “Last thing | need is a bunch of people hanging 
around me just because I'm rich.” He made a face of intense distaste. “The 
facade is quite handy for figuring out who's a real friend and who's just a money- 
grubber. We've known each other for years now, so | thought it was about time 
for you to learn the truth. Oh, speaking of my roommates, what do you think of 
them?” 

“What?” 

“They've been your hosts for the last four days.” 


Bunch of smart-ass jerks...”, he muttered, gingerly rubbing the tip of 


The horse laughed. “Good! | like them, too! You look dazed. Sit in a chair 
and eat something. It'll help. And, um, so would a shower...” 

Brett dodged as Marcelius clumsily swung at his kneecap. 

“Jackass horse...”, he muttered as he struggled to his hooves and stumbled 
towards the indicated chair. 


The savory smells of the food wafted through Marcelius’ nostrils and deep into 
his lungs. He was suddenly aware that, with all the activity of the past four days 
(Four? Time really does fly when you're having fun.), he hadn’t actually had 


much to eat. Setting his shock and surprise firmly aside, the bull dug in. 
Many minutes later he asked, “So, you are my captor?” 
“Yup!” 


“What makes you think | won't escape?” 
Brett responded with a hearty, good-natured laugh. 


The minotaur sighed and slumped a bit in his chair. “Good point,” he 
murmured. He felt the depression from several days ago start to slip in again and 
grip him. His life, if he were to ever return to it, was nothing to look forward to. 
But that, he realized, was a problem for another day. He firmly shook the feeling 
off, sat up straight, and turned his full attention to the sexy horse smiling at him 
from the head of the table. 


“So,” he asked, “who's for dessert?” 


Brett stared him in the eyes and smiled. “There ya go! Let me show you to 
your, um, ‘prison cell’.” The smile broadened. 


Marcelius followed him up two flights of stairs and through several hallways, 
keeping a lustful eye on the horse's hot ass the whole way. When they finally 
walked into a room, the bull stopped short, gasped, and sat down on the floor 
again. All thoughts of the beautiful body standing next to him had flown 
completely from his mind. 


He sputtered, “My stuff! Where did you get my stuff from?!” 


“From your apartment, of course,” Brett replied as he helped the confused bull 
back to his hooves. 


“Thief!” Marcelius walked around the room slowly, eyeing the familiar 

iture, books, pictures, and dust collectors in stunnt lence. The only thing 
w that wasn’t his was the bed, which he was happy to note was the one from 
the truck. 


“| can’t believe you went through all this trouble! How did it get here before 
us?” 


“I told Shaggy,” (Marcelius again rolled his eyes and snorted), “to take a 
longer route so we'd have time to get it ready for you. if 'm going to have a 
captive, | have to make sure he feels at home.” He winked at the disbelieving 
bull. 


“But why? There are certainly more conventional ways of getting me up here. 
For instance, there's this thing called a ‘plane ticket.” 


“You seemed to be in the dumps after you lost your job. | wanted to try to take 
your mind off of everything. As | understand it, my roomies did an adequate job 
of doing that?” 


“Um, yeah. ‘Adequate.’ Definitely. But you must have a million furnished 
guest rooms in this house. Why bring my stuff, too?” 


“Because I'm hoping you'll stay and live with me, Dummy. | thought that if yo" 
MRFPHPHI!” 


Marcelius kissed him. In one fluid motion, he had sprung forward, grabbed 
Brett by the shoulders, pulled him into his arms, and passionately kissed him. 
They stood there enjoying the touch of each other's body, with the bull slowly 
pulling Brett’s finely tailored clothes off of the sexy body and tossing them 
somewhere behind him. The horse's fur, now revealed, could now be seen to 
gradually change from snowy-white to dappled grey as it went down his body. 
Marcelius wrapped his arms around the patterned ass then carefully maneuvered 
the two of them around until they were embracing next to the bed. Brett's ivory 
feathering contrasting and complementing Marcelius’ dark grey back fur as they 
hung on to each other. Suddenly, he shoved the horse backwards onto the furry 


noise of surprise, Marcelius made one of delight and quickly 
wrapped his mouth around the horse’s growing penis. It had been far too long 
since he had last tasted it. He savored the feeling of it caressing the back of his 
throat, and again felt thankful that his species tended to have high-capacity 
mouths. Without slowing in his attention to the tasty cock, he reached sideways, 
grabbed a hefty bottle of lube from his bedside table’s drawer, slicked up a finger, 
and slowly worked it into the beautiful ass. He went straight for the prostate and 
firmly massaged it in coordination with the blow job. 


“Dammit,” Brett gasped, “You know that's going to make me cum, and | don’t 
want to yet! Quit it!” 


The bull snorted, but obediently retracted his finger. Instead, he let the penis 
drop from his mouth, hoisted Brett's legs into the air, his feathering now draping 
strikingly over Marcelius’ lighter-grey forearms, then buried his muzzle in the 
equine butt crack and started licking vigorously. The horse's contented moans 
encouraged him to probe deeper and slower. The moans got louder. This, it 
would seem, would be allowed for as long as he wanted. 


After some time, he pulled back, rested his chin on Brett's belly, flashed a 
cocky grin, and looked him in the eye. 


“Would the equine size queen like to get filled with minotaur penis?” 


Brett just looked at him as if that were the stupidest question he had ever 
heard. Marcelius laughed and again reached for the lube. He very quickly 
assumed the appropriate position. 


“You ready?” The horse glared at him. He laughed again and watched his 
‘shaft gradually disappeared into the horse's hot ass. 


Velvet. Penetrating Brett always reminded him of velvet. He knew he didn’t 
have to, but he always started extra slowly so that he could indulge in the 
sensation. He made a point of taking a long time to get fully inserted. 


Once all the way in, he leaned forward and kissed the sexy horse. He wrapped 
his arms around the horse in a warm hug and started pumping very slowly and 
very deliberately. Then, without interrupting either the kiss or his rhythm, he 
carefully stood upright, lifting Brett gently off the bed as he did so. He stood 
there several minutes holding Brett tightly, kissing him deeply, still slowly 
thrusting. 


He quickened his pace alittle. And then a little more. Then he was pounding 
the horse's ass hard and deep, taking full advantage of gravity pulling Brett all 
the way down onto the long minotaur cock. The kiss finally broke when Brett 
gasped and moaned, squirming pleasurably in Marcelius’ arms. Marcelius saw a 
look of bliss on the equine face, and laughed gleefully. 


He leaned forward, gently laying the horse back on the bed, still ramming 
hard. Brett didn’t seem to notice the change in position. He gradually softened 
the slamming as he unhurriedly licked Brett's face, then his neck (which he also 
thoroughly nibbled on), his chest, shoulders, and under his arms. He wished he 
had the flexibility to reach even more of the sexy body with his tongue. He then 
methodically licked and nibbled his way back up to the handsome face. By now, 
his hips had slowed to a gentle bumping. 


He locked Brett in another passionate kiss. His hands, now free, caressed the 
beautiful equine coat. It was thick and soft, well-kempt, and filled with the most 
wonderful scent of “horse”. He had desperately missed snuggling up to it. He 
ran the fingers one of his hands through the silk-like mane, delicately working out 
the occasional tangle, while his other hand gently stroked the gauzy feathering 
around Brett’s wrists and ankles. 

He could so easily fall... 

The bull quickly moved his hands to Brett's waist, and intensified both the 
kiss and the pumping. He was getting close, and could feel his bull dick thus 
growing even larger, which he knew Brett would appreciate. He could feel him 
squirming happily beneath him. 

He grabbed Brett's dick and started stroking it. It shot almost immediately, 
coating their chins, chests, and bellies in an impressive amount of cum. That 
was just enough to send Marcelius over the edge. His mind and body exploded. 
He felt their two bodies merge. He grunted and snorted through the 
overpowering orgasm, reluctant to release the kiss. He could feel wave after 
wave of his cum spilling deep inside of Brett. They held each other tightly as 
their souls soared together in euphoria. 

They eventually returned to their bodies. Their lips reluctantly parted. 
Exhausted, they nuzzled and snuggled and began to drift off into a relaxed 
slumber. 

Brett pulled back a little to look the bull in the eye. “Does that mean you'll 
stay?” 

Marcelius just looked at him as if that were the stupidest question he had ever 
heard. 


FIN 


The largest furry search engine 
is now back! Give us a try! 
If you can’t find it here, it just 
doesn’t exist! 


www.FurSearch.com 


Watch for the new RocketShip Rodents comic 
by WerePuppy coming soon! We are proud to 
| give you the “sneak peek” episode in this issue! 
The galaxy is never going to be the same! 


Grab the next exciting edition and come visit 
our hosted websites for more outstanding 
anthropomorpic artwork and stories at: 


www. FUMaAcTON .com 


